"How awful," Sybil said \vith a little shiver.
"I don't know," Bhakaroff said thoughtfully.   "I would
rather be buried in a prop, room than in a cemetery. I'd feel

so much more at home------"

Sybil knew nothing to reply to this; she felt herself getting
tense as the end of the big intermission came close. There
was a short silence while Bhakaroff searched and found the
ashtray and squashed out his cigarette.

"Sybil------" he said, from the other side of the table.

.    "Yes, Sasha?"

"You have not changed your mind about to-night? Say
yes or no."

"What a silly question------"

"Say yes or no."
"No, Sasha," Sybil said.

He got up, came over to her and took her hands to lift
them to his face and kiss them. Then he took off the monocle,
turned her palms and bedded his eyes in their cool shell.
Sybil's hands always grew cold before she sang, he knew.
She pressed her fingers closer against his closed lids, wish-
ing bitterly that she could do a miracle, make him see
and be free again. "You've made life miserable for
me," he murmured without lifting his head. You've
spoiled everything for me. "Before I fell in love with
you everything was fun. Now, I want nothing but you,

petite gamine------"

The signals flashed through the house once more. Bhak-
aroff let go of Sybil's hands, "There's Slickuin," he said,
a moment before the door was opened and the dark head
appeared in it.

"Mist* Bakrev, suh, Mist' Mayer ask will you want to
look at them sets," he announced.

"I am coming," Bhakaroff said, took his monocle, kissed
Sybil's hands once more, very formally this time, and went
to the stage, discreetly piloted by SHckum.